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One 


Author's Notes: 
| took a wrong turn on my way back to the Children of Bodom section and here | am. Anyone have a map? | 


think l'm lost. 


| hated bars. | hated going outside just to go back into a building filled with people | didn't want to talk to. To 
make matters worse, | didn't have any money so | couldn't even drink this stupid night away. Why did | ever let 


my friends drag me anywhere? 


| sat at the very end of the bar, head resting in my hand as | waited for a friend that had probably already 
forgotten about me and left. | figured maybe | should just walk home but as soon as | started to get up, | 
noticed someone blocking my way. She had seemingly just appeared there, as | didn't see her walk by me but | 


also wasn't really paying much attention 


She was sitting in the chair immediately next to me, not giving me enough room to get by without touching 
her. Son of a bitch. | sat there silent for a few minutes, trying to figure out if | should just be a jerk and push 


my way out or try to apologize. 


"What does it feel like to die?" She seemed to be asking nobody in general as she gazed up at the tattered and 
torn ceiling. Her voice aloof, barely in this world but it seemed to cut through me like a knife. ‘Put on your 


normal act, Pelle, don't be weird my friend had told me. How could | avoid it with a question like that? 


"W-what?" | stuttered out, trying to sound like someone that actually feared the idea. | didn't want to speak to 
her at all, | didn't want to entertain the question but my mouth moved on its own and dragged my vocal 


chords along with it. 


"What do you suppose it feels like? To die?" Her head tilted slightly to meet my eyes, her expression begging 


for an answer. 


"Like going home. Being somewhere you belong." There | went again, mouth running without my consent like | 
was some sort of social creature. She smiled at my answer.. the kind of smile you would imagine a girl gives 
after you've bought her something expensive or given her flowers or whatever normal people do with girls. | 


guess my participation in this discussion was her idea of flowers. 


"Two of the usual." She yelled over to the bartender before turning back to me. "Few people humor the 
question. Fewer stick around to let me repeat it. You're the only one that ever answered" The bartender sat 


the two drinks in front of her and she handed him the money without turning away this time. 


"Why do you ask?" She handed one of the drinks to me. Had | fallen into some strange, flirtatious trap? With 
the light on her face now, | could see her features clearly. Her cheek bones were subtle but still noticeable, as 
if she had just begun to eat after a long period without food. Her skin was pale like death and her dark hair 
greasy and dirty. Her eyes were pale and barely focused. 


"To make sure l'm not going crazy. | mean, that's what it felt like for me and then they just.. ripped me from 
that comfortable place and brought me back here." She trailed off, quickly taking a drink and looking a bit 


embarrassed, though she regained her composure well. "My friends keep telling me not to say that." 


There was a long silence as | studied her face and tried to understand what was going on. Was she like me? 
Was she also not of this world? She could pass for a corpse if she tried hard enough, | suppose, but she didn't 
feel or smell of death. Then again, neither did | at the moment. Perhaps she was also good at blending in with 


the rest of the living. 


"How did you die?" | asked, taking a sip of this mystery drink she had handed me. It tasted strong and horribly 
foul, but | suppose that was the point. It seemed to just be two really strong types of alcohol poured into the 
same glass. Why enjoy it if you're just drinking to get drunk? 


Its not an interesting story." Her eyes shifted to her drink briefly and back to me again "I was thirteen and 
thought | knew everything. | snuck out to go drinking with some friends, stumbled around alone for a few 
hours, and ended up falling into a frozen lake. Apparently there were people around because they called for 
help before | could properly leave my body." She took another drink, this time her mouth contorting a bit at 


the taste. "| was dead when they pulled me out. | watched them do it.” 


There was another long moment of silence as | tried to figure out what to do from here. It was inevitable that 
she was going to ask me how | died if | told her | felt the same way. But should | tell her? Was this just some 
elaborate prank my friend had set up? She seemed to be waiting for something, maybe a response or some 
sort of signal indicating that | didn't think she was insane. | was never good in social situations and now | was 


stuck with no way out again. 


"You're not much of a talker." She smiled and put down her glass that was now empty. Somehow, so was mine, 
but | didn't remember drinking it. "But thank you for listening, at least. If you want me to leave you alone, | 
wouldn't be offended." Something in me seemed to break at that moment.. | believed her. | don't know why and | 


don't know what caused me to think it was a good idea, but | opened my stupid mouth again 


"No... come with me. | want to show you something." | stood up quickly, brushing by her and heading towards 


the door. | didn't really care if she followed me, and maybe it was best if she didn't. But | needed to go home. 
"Come with you?" | could hear her footsteps behind me on the sidewalk. "But | don't even know your name!" 


"Yet you're following me anyways." | rolled my eyes, regretting the decision already. If she followed me the 
whole way home, she'd know where | live. That could be a minor annoyance at best and a disaster at worst. 


"Pelle." 


"Eira" She responded quickly, as if she already anticipated that | would tell her. "What's the worst you could do 
to me, really? lm not afraid of death." | suppose she had a point, and | didn't look that threatening anyways. 


Its a long walk" | said with an indifferent tone, hoping that she would change her mind and not want to walk 
far. She didn't respond, just trudged on behind me, trying to keep up with my faster pace. That suddenly gave 
me a brilliant idea. If she was having trouble keeping up with me, maybe | could take a few detours and see if 


she'd get frustrated. 


| turned down a street going the opposite direction of home. | walked with my head down, knowing that if | got 
lost | could still easily find my way back. There was no need to pay attention to where | was going now. | could 


still hear her behind me, her steps getting more frequent. 


Ducking into a pitch black alley, | thought for sure | would lose her. | turned into another dark alley, stopping to 
check if the echoes of footsteps were mine. They stopped only for a moment, then quickly continued. She was 
really persistent, I'll give her that. 


"These alleys don't lead anywhere but back to the street. Is this a game now?" Her voice was closer than | 
expected, She was right, though, my only way out was back to the street. My mouth cracked into a smile. The 


chase was on 


She must have heard me start running because her footsteps got heavier and faster. This was actually 


starting to feel a bit fun and | wondered if she could even make the whole trip if | kept this up. 


| was halfway back to the bar, but she was still following. | stopped only for a second to catch my breath, 
then took off again towards the other side of the neighborhood. | guess | had run far enough that the 
streetlights ceased to exist and the sidewalk had turned to barely noticeable dirt trails. | could no longer hear 
her steps, but the ground was soft enough to muffle them. | figured | was still safe due to the lack of proper 
lighting, but my breath caught in my throat when | heard the voice directly behind me. She gently grabbed my 


arm as she spoke. 


"I can smell death from a mile away. Did you think I'd lose your trail?" She said quietly, so close to my ear 

that | could feel her breath. | tapped the side of my jacket, realizing the crow was still tucked into the pocket. 
When she could not see me, she tracked me like prey. There was no getting rid of her if she didn't want to go. 
| couldn't help but laugh as | led her the rest of the way. She didn't let go of my arm. | assumed she was too 


tired to chase after me again or too smart to let me go. 


| motioned for her to be quiet as | dug out my key and slowly opened the door. Øystein was not awake and | 
really didn't want to wake him. It would be bad enough to hear his bitching about not being able to get back to 
sleep, but | really didnt want to get shit for bringing home a girl. No matter what I'd say in my defense, he 
wouldn't believe the ‘its not what it looks like’ excuse. I'd never hear the end of his annoying voice. 


Shutting the door to the bedroom and turning the light on, | noticed we had tracked some dirt in along the way. 
The house wasn't clean, though, and l'm sure nobody would really notice. | dug through a pile of papers as she 


walked around the room, careful not to disturb anything or make any noise. 
"It smells like home." 


"What?" | suppose | had gotten used to the smell of the dead birds under the bed. | never really noticed 
anymore unless | had been outside for quite a while. Even then, it barely caught my attention for more than a 


moment. 


"Like death. It smells like a cemetery that isn't well kept, littered with dead animals rotting in the rain" It was 
oddly specific, but | knew exactly what cemetery she was describing. 


"So you live in a cemetery?" | asked sarcastically, pulling one of my drawings from the pile and bringing it to 


her. 


"No, but | used to spend a lot of time there before the teenagers started to overrun the place." She looked 
down at the drawing and studied it for a while. | was hopeful that she would know what it was or this night 
would have been wasted on someone | had no interest in talking to. Not that | felt | would have much interest 


in talking either way. 


"Transylvania. You know of vampires?" She questioned, handing it back to me. | fetched more drawings, not 


bothering to put them back in order from the sudden burst of excitement. Her eyes lit up with each one 


though she did ask me to explain a couple of them. | wasn't much for making friends or even spending time 
with the ones | already had, but | felt like | needed a night to pick her brain. It wasn't often someone came 


along that didn't feel the need to turn and run at the smell of death. 


| suppose the excitement had exhausted my energy. | don't remember falling asleep, | must have just dozed off 
in the middle of a conversation. Last time | checked, she was sitting on the floor next to the bed, looking up at 


me with those pale eyes that had become so focused and sharp when | spoke. | glanced over to see nothing 


but the floor. 


Sitting up, | realized the room was empty. She was gone. There was someone walking by my door, but the 
steps were too heavy to be her. My drawings were still scattered on the table, but everything else | had 
taken out to show her seemed to be back in its place. The crow was on my nightstand and my jacket was on 


the floor across the room. It had been there before | was dragged out to socialize, but | can't recall ever 


taking it off. 


| paced around the room, trying to bring back the events of last night but nothing came to me except the few 
conversations about death and vampires. There was no dirt on my shoes, which had mysteriously found their 
way off my feet and under the nightstand. Speaking of dirt, there seemed to not be any on the floor, either. 
My breath didn't smell of the strong alcohol. 


"Pelle, are you alright? You've been locked up in there for two days." Jørn was always the one to try to coax 
me out. He knew he was the only one I'd bother listening to anyways. | knew | hadn't slept that long.. did | never 


leave? 


"l'm fine. | just." | was still looking around wildly, trying to find any trace that she was here at all. "I'm fine." | 
repeated | could hear a muffled sigh as he walked away. 


No dirt, no footprints, no hand prints on the dusty surfaces around the room. Nothing had been moved except 
the drawings. It seemed like nothing had been touched at all. Had | really been here for two days and not 
realized it? Did | dream up the entire night? 


